“Me are of God, little 
Children. 
Greater is He that isinvon 
than he that isin the 
World? 


MARCH, 1917 


OMe . = 
thy ow Sy... 
ONY. 44h ‘GD. 
3 


Wi 


| 


@ 
@ 
@ 
@ 
@ 
@ 
@ 
@ 
@ 
@ 
@ 
@ 
3 
@ 
@ 
© 
@ 
@ 
@ 
@ 
@ 
@ 
@ 
@ 
@ 
@ 
@ 
@ 
@ 
@ 
@ 
@ 
@ 
@ 
@ 
fo) 


Snug in its little wintry bed, 
There slept a violet blue; 

A warm brown cover o’er its head, 
And snow-white blankets, too. 


One day a trumpet blast was heard 
That bade all earth rejoice; 


- The violet in its warm bed, stirred 


And hearkened to the voice. 


The shrill March wind was telling o’er 
The land to everyone 

That Jack Frost reigned as king no more, 
And Springtime had begun. 


It told the violet in its bed 
That its long rest was o’er; 

It stirred the covering o’er its head, 
And bade it “sleep no more.” 


For balmy days were hastening on 
And gentle April showers; 

Then, with a rush and roar, ‘twas gone 
To waken other flowers. 


—Selected. 


| 


Ne areje 


XXII MARCH, 1917 


“FAIRY BLUEBELL” 
PEARL BAILEY 

[AutHor’s Note—Dear Little Wees, all the world over: 

This is an honest-to-goodness Fairy Story, and a true one too. 
All of you have within you this wonderful Life and Intelligence, 
which, if you will encourage and believe in, like Bluebell did, you 
will quicken into livingness the fairy seeds of life and joy. You 
know this is March—a time when God calls to the waiting Life in 
every living creature and plant—“Wake up! wake up! Grow; and 
be happy!"”" How many of you are ready to listen and obey this 
wonderful voice?] 


HE warm morning sun of a late day in March 
shone down upon a little girl of about six who 
was holding up a small corn plant to a strong, 
big-hearted man before her. 

Daddy Jim gathered both child and plant 
into his big capable arms, and as he drank in 
the delicate beauty of the wistful, sweet little 
face upturned to him, he thought of how much 

she had gained since he had taken her from that cold, dark 
tenement in a large city, less than a month ago! He carried 
her over to some old logs nearby, thinking ~-how glad he 
would be if she was ever able to run about like other 
children. 

He sat down and taking the little plant in his hand 
said, “Bluebell dear, this little green stem, the two little 
green leaves, these ‘strings’ or roots all grew from this tiny 
seed, or grain of corn. Don’t you remember when I planted 
this little seed with all the others?” Bluebell remembered, 
for she had watched Daddy Jim plough that field, harrow 
and mark it, and plant the corn. Then he explained to her 
how that small plant would become a great tall stalk of 
corn with “‘ears’” of corn near the top of it. 
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Bluebell was amazed, for she did not see how the 
little plant could ever grow so big. Daddy Jim laughed, 
then grew serious again. 

“You see, dear,” he said, ““God’s thought inside of 
that little seed is what makes it grow. God's thought 
makes things alive and able to grow, and enables people and 
animals to walk and run about. Grown-up folks call this 
Life and Intelligence, and it just means that the ‘Little Know’ 
inside of everything and everybody wants to grow, and 
knows how to grow, and will grow if you let it.” 

Bluebell was thinking hard. “‘Is it inside of me, too?” 
she asked. 

““Yes, Bluebell, in every part of you,” he replied. “‘It 
is all around you, in the air, in everything you see, hear, feel 
and touch.” 

“*But I can’t see it,” she said. 

. “‘No, dear, you cannot see it until it expresses itself in 
some tree, seed, bird, squirrel or person. A fairy, you 
know, is just a lot of bright, happy, helpful thoughts in the 
form of a beautiful child. You cannot see the thoughts, but 
you can see the fairy. Why my little Bluebell is a really, 
truly, beautiful fairy!” 

Bluebell clapped her hands in childish glee, then the 
sweet face clouded and she said, “Oh, how I do wish I . 
really were, but I cannot run about and play and help like 
real fairies can.” 

Daddy Jim looked into the beautiful blue eyes of the 
little girl before him and said tenderly, “Dear child, you 
can do these things. The Life and Intelligence, the ‘Litile 
Know’ within you wants to grow, to make you strong and 
well. It knows how to do this, and it is only waiting for 
you to encourage it just a little. Ill tell you what we'll do. 
Let’s be real quiet for a few moments, so the ‘Little Know’ 
in you can hear what you say, then we will tell this worker 
that you want to be well and strong, and you are ready and 
willing to help.” 

They became very quiet, and she said over and over 
just what Daddy Jim had told her to: 

““God’s Life and ‘know how’ in me, I love you and 
want you to make me well and strong, now!” 

After Bluebell had finished talking to the God within 


herself, both remained silent a few moments. 
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Shall I tell you what happened. Bluebell felt a nice 


warm little glow in her heart, and it spread all over her 


little body. She felt all the dark, hurty thoughts grow joy- 


ous, and suddenly she felt that she was beautiful, that she - 


was light and free. She felt that she was a truly fairy, able 
to run about, and help, oh, just everybody. She forgot 
Daddy Jim in the wonder of it, and as swiftly and gracefully 
as any bird or fairy, she sped to the little brooklet below, 
where, poised a second on the edge of a quiet part of the | 
little stream, she looked into the water, and beheld God's 
glory in her own reflected beauty. In her simple childlike 
way she realized what so many grown-up people find hard 
to realize, that she was one with the Life and “Little Know” 
of all, that she was one with this great Love we call God. 
She was very happy, for the desire of her heart, the desire 
to be a perfect, capable little fairy was now a reality to her, 
and she could help Mother Lady and Daddy Jim, and 
rom as and everything, for she had become one with all 
at lived. 


PREPAREDNESS 


Prepare to meet all anger, hate 

With love, and you will consecrate 
Yourself to right. 

Prepare to practice day by day 

Sweet patience, and you'll find the way 


To Truth and Light. 


Prepare to be forgiving, kind 
To those who censure, and you'll find 
True happiness. 
Prepare to search for things of worth 
And you will never know the dearth 
Of things that bless. 
—Uncle Booker. 


Madeline sends a little rhyme, which fixed over, reads: 


Deedle deedle dumpling, happy John, 

Went to bed with his good thoughts on. 
Had sweet dreams all through the night, 
Deedle deedle dumpling, woke all right. 
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CLUB 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 


eaag ys radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
world. 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 


| AM sitting here having a nice little chat with 
you, and outside all the folks are having a 
grand holiday—it is George Washington's 
Birthday. George Washington was one of the 
original Boosters. He always spoke good 
words about everyone and helped out whenever 
he found opportunity. He was always truth- 
ful too—every Booster is that way. 

I must remember that this letter is for the March meet- 
ing and that Valentine's Day and George Washington’s 
Birthday and all the holidays of February will be past when 
you have received it. 

By the way, Margaret has written a lovely letter for 
the Unity Boosters. You will find it just after this letter. 
Maragaret helps the Boosters keep together, and she tells 
them stories every Sunday morning, and she teaches them 
games and all kinds of interesting things. The Boosters 
love her. 

The Unity Boosters are going to have a great Easter 
celebration. They are getting ready for it already. We 
always have a rabbit and eggs, and all sorts of good times 
on Easter morning. I wish that every Booster in the whole 
world could be here then. 7 
_ Of course, you know what Easter stands for! It rep- 
resents the Resurrection (that’s an awful big word, but it 
means the rebirth). When winter comes, everything looks 
all dead and barren, but as soon as the sun shines warmly 
again and the rains come, the earth is covered with beautiful 
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vegetation. The little seeds are not dead; they have merely 
been waiting to come into the air and bloom and grow. 
This joyous hope which is in the seed should teach us 
to be patient and know that we are the perfect image of 
God and will express his perfection, although at times the 
appearances do seem very, very dead and drear. 
Now let’s hear Margaret’s letter: 


How-do-you-do, everybody? I know you are waiting to hear 
all about the Booster Valentine Party. It was such a grand success, 
and everybody had such a nice time. There was a large box to hold 
the valentines that were to be given away, and supplies to make the 
one valentine for the prize Royal gave. 

Each Booster was given a piece of red paper and a piece of 
white paper, hearts, cupids*and arrows, and told to get to work. I 
wish you could have seen the one Royal made for Blanche! My! 
how those boys and girls did work. When everyone finished and had 
put their name on their valentines, Royal opened the valentine box 
and gave out the valentines. Everybody got some. Then Mrs. 
Fillmore came up to judge; but she said they all were so good she 
couldn’t decide, so Mrs. Croft and Mrs. Palmer chose, and Alvan 
Reese was the little boy to get the prize. It was the latest edition of 
“Wee Wisdom’s Way,” by Myrtle Fillmore, and it was just full of 
beautiful pictures. Wasn't that a fine prize? 

Our next meeting will be in March, and we are going to make 
little picture books for the “Little shut-in people” of this city. Good- 
bye. With love. Margaret. 


West Branch, Mich. 
Dear Mr. Royal—We haven't had any real meetings at all, be- 
cause it has been so cold and stormy, and so much snow, and then 
Martha and Laura Turner didn’t get to school. They live a long 
ways out, too. I seemed to feel awful sick one day, and when I came 
home at noon, mother saw that I had all the signs of scarlet fever, 
so she set me to treating myself right away, and she treated me, too. 
I seemed to have to groan a lot at first, but after a little while I got 
well, and was able to go back to school again. I tell you I was 
awful glad about it, because I haven't missed a single day this year, 

so far, and neither has Virginia, and we don’t want to begin it now. 
Well, seeing we have no club lessons to write about, or any 
special news, perhaps I had better not write any more, so | can surprise 

the other Boosters with a nice short letter this time. Good-bye. 
I. H. S. Crus, Ernest P. Balizell, Sec. 


| 
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How many of you are surprised at Ernest’s letter? 
It’s quite long enough to show the kind of Booster he is. 
You see he didn’t stop to groan long over appearances, but 
stood right up like David did before Goliath and slew them 
in the name of the Lord. 
East Cleveland, Ohio. 
Dear WEE WispomM—lI have a little baby sister. Her name is 
Lucile Carol, because she was born on Christmas day. I have two 
dogs. One is a shepherd dog, and the other a fox terrier. They 
both came to us. Nearly all the stray dogs in the neighborhood come 
to us. I used to have a Persian kitten, but somebody saw it, when I 
let her out one time. I am going to send you a story. I did not go 
to school today, because it was so cold. I am in the sixth grade now. 
I like my teacher. This year I had to get nearly all new books. I 
had a wrist watch and lots of other nice things given me, but the best 
present was my baby sister. She is a month and two weeks old today. 
I am going to draw a few pictures because I can't ever write a letter 
without drawing on it. I am your sincere friend, _ 


Muriel C. Anderson. 


What could be a sweeter song for Christmas than a 
wee baby sister! So, Carol is just the right name for her. 
We're sure she'll be a Booster bye and bye. It’s a sure 
sign that Muriel’s home is filled with love and kindness, that 
these homeless creatures are drawn there, for that’s what they 
need. The cunning colored pictures Muriel made for us 
could not be reproduced by the engraver. She will need to 
make them in India ink for reproduction. 

Urich, Mo. 
Dear Boosters—I have been taking Wee Wispom for three 
months and like to read it. I am thirteen years old and have a niece 
and nephew I call. “Fatty” and “Billy.” I read your letters in the 
Wee Wispom and would like to become a member of your club. 


_ Here is fifteen cents for a pin. Inez Busse. 


South Africa. 

Dear Brother Royal—That's what we call you. I am a Booster, 
so is Colin, so is baby Harry. Mummy calls me “Treasure;” Colin is 
“Sunbeam,” and Harry is “Smileup.” We are all Boosters. We boost 
away the error and boost in the good. I make lots of demonstrations. 
Shall I tell you some? Well, here is one: Mummy took us for a 
lovely walk, up the big rock, and I found a wild tree ball. Such a 
beauty! Colin wanted it very bady, and cried, so I said, “Here, little 
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darling, you can have it. God will find me more.” Then I closed 
my eyes and asked God to show me where to find more; then I opened 
my eyes, and went off the path, and cuddled up in the grass 1 found 
four. Just fancy, four! Isn't God fine? 

Then one day, I felt so tired of eating only porridge, I asked 
Mummy for bread and jam. But Mummy had no money, so | asked 
God, and he sent some money in a wonderful way, and we had a 
lovely feast. Lots of love for you all. Your loving Booster, 

Joy—per Mummy. 

P. S.—Please print my letter with the dear Boosters. 

Joy is three years old, and a real, live Truth Booster, 
her mother says, and her demonstrations surely prove it. 
Macomb, Ill. 

Dear Secretary—I want to be a Booster. I'm seven years old. 
I go to school and read nice books. One was “Renard the Fox.” 
Tell me how to be a Booster. Shall I wear a Booster pin, and shall 
I wear it to school? I have eight dolls, and a black curly dog, whose 
name is “Curly.” I also have a.new red and brown rooster, and he 
walks around among the hens, and says “cock-a-doodle-do.” I can 
talk over the telephone. I like to read WeEE Wispom, and I like to 
make cakes and pies, too. Santa Claus was good to me. It is cold 
today. The wind is blowing very hard. I hope you will like my 
letter, for I like to write letters. I love my teachers. My school is 
the State Normal. Your loving little friend, Gladys May Curran. 

Gladys has written this letter all herself, and every 
word is plain and properly spelled. To be a Booster, 
Gladys, you are to follow the directions given at the top of 
the Booster Department—radiate sunshine, love everybody, 
see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil. You can do 
as you like about getting the pin and wearing it to school. 

Pensauken, N. J. 

Dear Boosters—WeE Wispom has been sent to us children for 
a year. We all like it. I have wanted very much to start a Booster 
Club, but until now have been unable to do so. I have seven brothers 
and sisters. I am the oldest, and am going to start a Booster Club 
with my brothers and sisters, and we are all going to try to get one 
of the pins. My brothers and sisters all want to be members of the 
Boosters Club. Their names are King, 13 years; Thomas, 11; Helen, 
9; Harold, 7; Georgie, 5; Gladys, 3; baby Norman, | year. Some 
are little I know, but not too little to be Boosters. With lots of love 
to you all, I remain, respectfully, Carol Chadwick. 


WEE WISDOM 


Grand Rapids, Wisconsin. 
Dear Boosters—We, the Happy Thought Boosters, are very much 
alive, although you may not have guessed it because of our lack of ap- 
pearance in Wee Wispom. Now, here we come “bobbing up 
serenely” like “Sunny Jim, with vigor and vim.” . If Cornelias’ Pega- 
sus doesn’t come soon to take her hand into the land of rhyme we shall 
have to give her a big-eared, wise-looking animal to ride upon for 
inspiration to write to you about us. We are meeting once a month 
and having very happy times. We are interested in getting bird 
houses ready for spring as we are to have a prize for every bird 
house and a special prize for the nicest one we make. We have the 
Government Bulletin telling how to make the different kinds to suit 
the liking of the different birds. At our December meeting we read 
“Treasure Box” by Imelda Octavia Shanklin, and found it so charming 
that we couldn't stop until we had read it through at one sitting. It 
has found a place in our hearts by 
the side of “Love's Roses,” by Lucy 
Kellerhouse. We had a delightful 
January meeting at Ruth Kellner’s 
home. We gave a little serious thought 
to “real things’ and the importance of 
right thinking. Then we relaxed and 
had some good laughs over “Helen's 
Babies.” Mrs. Kellner must think we 
are pretty nice as she gave us delicious 
“Heavenly Hash” and dainty wafers 
and made our meeting quite like a 
party. Dorris Raymond and Ruth 
Kellner played some piano solos for us 
and we had some funny games. We 
have just learned that Aileen Eckland 
Aileen Eckland who moved to Bemidji, Minnesota, is 
coming back here to live. I'll send her picture and then you will see 
we have reason for being glad to have her with us again. And now 
we must say good-bye, with dearest love to WEE Wispom and all the 

Boosters everywhere, from 

Tue Happy THoucnt Boosters, Per S. J. P. 

Kineo, Maine. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I have not written to WEE Wisdom since 
last summer and I do hope the Boosters will not have forgotten me when 
they read this. I like Wee Wispom very much indeed. I like the 
Booster letters best. It is so nice to have a meeting te go to every 
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month! I wear my pin, and think it is fine for a reminder when you 

are tempted to think, see, speak or hear evil. There is only one other 

Booster up here, but we talk over the club, and play we have one. 

I must close now with love to all the Boosters. I am your ten-year- 
old Booster, Celeste Turner. 
Brookville, Ky. 

Dear Wee Wispom—I am a little boy just seven. I wrote to 

you once before. I hope I can get a valentine for you Wisdom folks. 

I would like to know how many children it takes for a club. I broke 

my pin, but my papa said he could fix it. Lots of love to the Wees. 
From George H. Keene. 


There is no set number needed to begin a Booster 
Club with. Start out with yourself, George, and have such 
a good time that everybody will want to join you. 

Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I enjoy your stories and poems very much. 
I am a nine-year-old and have been reading WEE Wispom for a long 
time, and every night I say one of the prayers I read in WEE Wispom 
some time ago. Madeline Bucher. 


Master Hugh H. Schawbe and Miss Virginia Blank- 
enship of West Virginia, have sent in subscriptions for 
WEE WiIsDom and also for Booster pins, and are eager to 
start a club. Virginia is very enthusiastic over it. We 
have sent them the necessary information and know they 
will succeed. 

Detroit, Mich. 
Dear Wee Wispom—How are you getting along? This is the 
night before my birthday (Februry 8). I broke my dolly. I laid her 
on the iron bed, and she fell and broke her head. I felt very sorry 
because I'd had her so long. Won't you send some more WEE 
Wispoms? Violet and June and Cora would like to take them. 
Mother gave me a nice present before my birthday. 


It is customary to sign your name to letters. But this 
one is not signed and so we'll have to guess which one of the 
Parkers it’s from. The Parker children have sent a fine 
bunch of valentines to WEE WIspoM and Curtis, for which 
WEE Wispom thanks them and Curtis is delighted. 

Margaret Poey, of Flushing, New York sends a little 
story, and hopes it will find a place in WEE Wispom. 
Now Margaret is a little ten-year-old and her story is very 
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well written for one of her years. But she must have for- 
gotten that WEE Wispom has place for only sunshine and 
joy. To begin with, her little heroine lost her parents and 
had a hard time generally. A little wooden doll was her 
only consolation and companion. It ended up pretty well, 
but the next time, we hope Margaret will make good and 
happy people perform in her stories. 


Fresno, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI wish I could be a Booster and belong to 
the Booster Club. I've heard so much about them. I can hardly wait 
till Wee Wispom comes. I wish it would come every week. 
Bessie Barnett. 


We think you will be a first-class Booster, Bessie. 
If you can’t find anybody outside the family to get into 
your Booster Club, bring in your dolls and cats and talk to 
them about scattering sunshine and the good monkeys’ ways 
of seeing no evil, hearing no evil, and talking no evil. 
They'll understand it all mght, and it will help you express 
yourself. 
George Louis Thompson, Beaverton, Oregon, wants 
to join the Boosters. A\ll right George, you're -one. 
Thomson, Ill. 
‘pe Secretary—I got my pin all right, and am wearing it every 
day. There are no playmates for me in this village. I make the best 
of it by playing with my toys. Mother says she is going to a larger 
place, and maybe we will find some Booster boys and girls there. We 
want to go where they have your kind of Sunday School. I hope 
some day to be a good Booster boy. I'm trying to be one now. 
Mother is too. With love to all, Dannie Allen, written by mother. 


We're sure Dannie and his mother are splendid 
Boosters, now. 


Thomas’ Letter 

A little boy by the name of Thomas wrote and asked 
Silent Unity for treatments to help him with his arithmetic, 
as.it seemed such a hard study for him. It was a good, 
helpful letter Thomas received in reply, and as there may 
be other Wisdoms who are having struggles with their 
school lessons, we think it a good plan to share this letter 

with them. Here it is: 
Dear Thomas—We are glad to help you realize God is your 
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Intelligence, and when you know this you will find all your studies 
easy, and you will enjoy them. 

Do you know, you are given a wonderful house to live in, and 
all through it are tiny little rooms, where all your thoughts go to live 
just as soon as you think them. These little rooms are called cells, 
and they are so small you cannot see them, at all. When yeu think 
how happy you are, how bright you are, and how easy everything is 
for you to do, then these sunshiny thoughts go into their little rooms 
and build there. 

If you want your arithmetic to be very, very easy, learn to get 
very still and let the God-Intelligence shine into your mind, and you 
will know how to light up these little cells with a knowing thought. 
Say often: “I am one with Intelligence. My arithmetic is easy, and 
I love it.” 

Then all the little cells will feel your thoughts and say: “Thomas 
says arithmetic is very easy, and we think so too, and we'll all turn 
in and help figure all kind of things out for him. Now that Thomas 
loves to work out his problems, we know they are easy. Thomas’ 
thought is law to us and when he declares Intelligence, we all get 
busy and work together to express it.” 

So it is, Thomas, your thought and words are the workmen that 
bring to pass all that comes into your life, and when you understand 
this, and think only true thoughts and speak only true words, the 
Christ-self in you will show forth in Health, Beauty and Intelligence, 
and you will do things easily and joyfully. So, Thomas, wherever you 
are, keep thinking deep in your heart and mind these thoughts of 
Truth, and pretty soon you will be getting high marks in your arith- 
metic, and your teacher will say: “Well, Thomas, you are doing 
fine in your studies, now.’ Won't that be fun? Then you will smile 
to yourself and tell all the little Know-cells of your being that you 
thank them, and are glad that they have helped make everything so 
easy for you. Always be thankful and grateful. 

Lashburn, Sask., Canada. 

Dear Wee Wispom—This is the first time that I have reported 
to you. At our last meeting we initiated a new member. His name 
is Willie Rempel. At the opening of the meeting, we had the 
“Prayer of Faith,” and our lesson was, “God's Gift of the Water.” 
This is the fourth lesson we have had of the course by Mrs. Lyda H. 
Hardy, and the members enjoy them very much, and are very much 
interested in answering the questions. I will close now, wishing all the 
Boosters success. Yours in Truth, 


Unrty Booster Crus, Eddie Bowron, Sec. 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 10, Marcu 11 
JESUS THE BREAD OF LIFE.—John 6:24-37. 

GotpEN TExtT—"Jesus said unto them, I am the bread of Life.” 

What is the meaning of “The Bread of Life?” Bread is a very 
important item in our own lives, is it not? In this lesson bread sym- 
bolizes the substance of life—the very stuff of which life is made. 
It is necessary that we know just what this bread of life is, because we 
must have it if we expect to continue to live. 

Many people have stopped living on this plane, because they 
have failed to understand of what the substance of life consisted. 
Today's lesson tells plainly to all who have wisdom to listen, just 
what the bread of life is. Jesus said, “I am the bread of life.” Now 
since we know what the bread of life means, the next thing is to find 
out the meaning of “I am.” We say, “I am health;” “I am joy;” 
“I am prosperity;” “J Am” is the Spirit in us, the Christ within; the 
real of us. When we say, “I am health,”’ it is always true, for ] Am 
couldn't be anything but health. The, Christ Spirit in us is all good. 
This J Am or “All-Good” within is the bread of life. It is the very 
substance of life. If we remember this, we will not waste time looking 
for life and health and strength outside of ourselves, will we? We 
will go straight to the center of our own beings and know that “I am 
life, and health and strength.” Our main business is living, and the 
center of life is within us—so the more we keep our minds dwelling on 
the within, the more truly we will live. Also the more we shall be 
able to continue living. A person who kept on looking for a thing 
in the wrong place—when he had been told the right place—would be 
very foolish, would he not? Jesus has said, “I am the bread of life.’ 
Let us be very wise and go straight to the J] Am within, to find life 
and all good which goes with it. 


Lesson 11, Marcu 18 
JESUS SAYES FROM SIN. (Temperance are 
John 8:12-31, 37; 56-58. 
Gorpen Text—If the Son therefore shall make you free ye 
shall be free indeed—John 8:36. 
Jesus said, “Before Abraham was I am.” The Jews to whom 
Jesus was talking were astonished, because Jesus was not nearly 
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fifty years old, and Abraham had lived many, many years before. 
But the trouble was, the Jews did not understand what Jesus 
meant by J Am. We learned in the last lesson that / Am was the 
Christ Spirit within each one of us. So, of course, it is true that 
- “before Abraham was, I am.” “I Am” was within Jesus. All his 
power and mastery came from this J Am within him. All the healing 
and raising from the dead was done through the Christ within. Jesus 
tried to explain to the Jews how they might be free. The same way 
will bring freedom to us, as well. Many of us are slaves, although 
we may not realize it. If we are afraid of anything, we are slaves 
to fear. If we believe in lack of health, then we are slaves to a 
shadow. Isn't it silly to be slaves to shadows? One thing these 
shadows do is to make their slaves believe they are real. We do not, 
any of us, need to remain jn slavery. We can all be free. Jesus 
has told us how. He said if we followed in his footsteps we would 
learn the truth, and the truth would make us free. Then the thing to 
do to be free is to learn the Truth. The truth which Jesus came to 
teach was that all good and all life and all power were within our 
own souls. He came to teach us that the kingdom of heaven was 
within. If we know this and obey the voice of the Christ within, we 
will indeed be free. When we know the Truth, we will go to the 
I Am within for guidance and wisdom at all time. Then our lives 
will be full of health and harmony. We will no longer be the slaves 
of shadows. We will be free with the freedom of Spirit. 


Lesson 12, MaRcH 25 
JESUS THE WAY, THE TRUTH AND THE LIFE. 
GotpeEN Text—Jesus said unto him, “I am the Way, the truth, 
and the life. No man cometh unto the Father, but by me.”"—John 14:6. 


The golden text is really the central idea back of all the lessons 
of this quarter. Each lesson told of Jesus and his work. All the 
healing and multiplying of the loaves and fishes, was done through 
the power of the J Am within him. It was not the outer personal 
Jesus, but Jesus the Christ, who did the works. “Not I, but the 
Father within me, he doeth the works.” It is not I, but J Am who 
is all-powerful. The same Christ Spirit which was within Jesus is in 
each one of us. We can do the things he did, and even greater. 
The purpose of the preceding lessons is to teach us the power of the 
Christ within and how to let it work through us. There isn’t any 
other way to keep our lives healthy and harmonious. There isn’t any 
other way to get into the kingdom, save through the Christ within. 
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“No man cometh unto the Father, but by me.” If we follow in 
the footsteps of Jesus, that is, if we learn to listen to and be guided 
by the voice within, we will come into the kingdom of God. We 
must come through the / Am within us. There is no other way. So 
the lessons of the past quarter teach us about the spiritual part of us; 
the real of us. It is when we let the Christ in us express itself through 
our minds and bodies that we are living as we were meant to live. 
Then are we indeed, children of God, and all good will come and 


stay with us. 


Lesson 1, APRIL 
JESUS GIVES SIGHT TO THE BLIND—John 9:1-11; 35-38. 
Goitpen Text—I Am the Light of the World.—John 9:5. 


This is another | Am lesson. We have had the texts, “J Am the 
Bread of Life,” and “J Am the Way, the truth, and the life.” Now, 
this one, is, “J Am the Light of the World,” and there are more, to 
come.. When Jesus said anything beginning with / Am, it was very im- 
portant. J Am sentences are always important. We should be very 
careful when we begin J Am to end with something good. If we end 
with anything which is not good, we are saying something which is 
untrue. If we say “I am health,” that is true and a very good thing 
to say. But if we say “I am sick,” we are not telling the truth— 
because it is not good and only the good is true. J Am, as we have 
learned, is the Christ within us. Now the Christ Spirit cannot lack 
any good thing. It is all good. It couldn't possibly lack health, so 
when we tack that lack on to it, we are not speaking truly. 

This story of the man who had always been blind, contains a 
lesson for us. There are perhaps more people among us who are 
blind, and have always been blind, than we realize. Maybe we are 
among them. I do not mean those whose physical eyes are blind. I 
am speaking of the spiritually blind, who are much more numerous. 
When we do not know that the kingdom of heaven is within, we are 
blind. When we have not learned that the source of all good is within, 
we are blind. There is a spiritual eye within our brains. Until it is 
open, we are spiritually blind. If we believe in lack, we will of 
course, be in darkness. Then it would be well for us to remember 
that “I am the light of the world.” — : 


This Light never goes out. It is not to be found without; but 
within. The J Am which is in you and me—this all-powerful Christ 
Sprit, is the light which never fails. If we would be cured of our 
blindness, let us look within and declare that we are one with God 
or Good. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER a 


Once upon a day— it doesn’t mat- 
ter much what day—a little girl sat 
down to pout. Yes, she did, and she 
stuck her lips out in the most unbecoming 
fashion. The old white rooster strutting 
*round the back yard stopped to look at 
her in a speculative sort of way. May- 
be he didn’t recognize her, for the little 
girl who belonged in his yard was jolly 
and had happy, laughing lips. Then 

again, maybe he was debating whether or not to hop up 
there on that pouting ledge of lips, and flap his wings and 
crow. It would be a vantage point, surely. But Little 
Girl stared straight ahead and kept on pouting. It must 
have been extremely hard work, for the red lips were nat- 
urally smiley ones. A burro from the neighboring yard put 
his head over the fence and brayed at her, the friendliest 
of greetings. 

“TI won’t smile at you,” declared the little girl de- 
fiantly. “‘You’re a silly old donkey and there isn’t anything 
to smile at.” 

Just then there was a buzzing sound, and a bee 
settled down right on those red lips. The little girl frantic- 
ally slapped at it, and then jumped up with a sudden cry of 
pain. 

When the crying was all over, mother, who was rock- 
ing Little Girl gently to and fro, began to laugh softly. 

**You won’t need to work so hard to keep the lips in 
a pout now, little daughter. The bee was trying to be 
obliging and help you. He probably saw how hard you 
were working to keep your sweet lips all puffed out and he 
tried to help a bit.” 

Little Girl jumped down and ran to the. looking glass. 
Sure enough there was the lip all puffed up and pouty. It 
looked so funny, little girl tried to laugh, but do you know 
that lip just wouldn’t help her a bit; that was serious. It is 
one thing to pout once in a while, just to see how it feels, and 
quite another thing not to be able to do anything else. Im- 
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mediately there seemed the greatest necessity for smiling. 
Why! the world was full of pleasant, jolly things! How 
funny that old burro had looked at her over the fence. 
Why hadn’t she laughed, and jumped up to pat him, as_ 
she always did? Then she wouldn't have been there when 
that old bee—but there—as brother George said, there 
wasn’t any use of “‘post morteming”’ or something like that. 
Anyway he meant there wasn’t any use being sorry now 
that it was all over. 

When that pout went away, she was going to smile 
and smile and never stop smiling, only to laugh. A smile 
was by far the most comfortable thing to wear on one’s face 
away ahead of the pout the bee had left. Lips were made 
for smiling, anyway. Mother had said so, and she knew, 
because mother’s lips smiled sweeter than anybody’s. 

So, most of the time now Little Girl smiles. If once in 
a while she forgets, she quickly remembers the bee, and 
smiles again. 


Florence Pomeroy Rabb and Helen —— 
Harriet Raab Baby Trager 
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MARCH, 1917 


BE BRAVER THAN MARCH 


Mary BrEWERTON DE WITT 


Gay, gusty, rowdy March is here, 
He pulls your hair, and tweaks your ear, 
But Cne with you, dwells closer, dear. 


And though you feel the cold and snow, 
And shiver and cry, ““Dear me, oh!” 
Warm Love enfolds you, this you know. 


Then shut away the little sigh, 
And when you feel you'd like to cry, 
Then laugh at March, and say, “I’m I! 


‘And I know something that is true, 
I'll face the worst that you can do, 
For I am greater, March, than you.” 


Dear Reaper: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 
want to visit you every month, for | have many good things in 
store for you, but of course | cannot come if you do not send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 
Yours in Love and Truth. 
WEE WISDOM, 917 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
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